* 'DAILY   SELF-SURPAST"

and they were used every night, at all events till
the long stretch of deserted forest called the Hungry
Country was passed. I found by far the largest num-
ber of shackles hanging on the trees or lying on the
path upon the last stages of the Hungry Country
coming west before the Cuanza was reached. For
after that point the drivers knew the slaves would
have no hope of escape and return, as the uninhabited
desert extends for five or six days' march, and there
is nothing to eat on the way. For the same reason
that part of the route was most thickly strewn with
the skeletons of slaves who had fallen on the march
or been murdered there because they could not keep
up with the gang. A worn-out slave was killed by
a blow from an axe at the base of the skull, and
owing to a queer conception of property, slaves were
not buried, though carriers were.

After descending the paths down the last hill to
the coast, worn white by the passage of slaves for
generations, the gang sometimes shed a few of its
members in the little town of Katumbella. I stayed
there for some days, and as I passed among the
scattered houses in the evening I would hear the
blows of the palmatoria (a wooden slat specially
designed to give as much pain as possible to the
open palm) and the still more cruel blows of the
chicane, a riding whip of hide or rubber. With the
blows came the screams of tortured slaves being
" tamed " or reduced to civilization. But a Dutch
trader in the town told me that he never wasted
much time over the taming process. He gave the
slave a good flogging, and, if that did not avail, he
sent him straight on to Benguella, where he could
depend on getting the fair price of sixteen pounds
for him.
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